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HERA Know not moſt renowned Sir,what Phe- 
WA Rb ca diſtempers move you to hale me 
A :X i thus willing-unwilling , to the 'perfor- 
GE 3.8 mance of your Poetick vows. This ſurely 
is a force, yet I muſt yeild Tww 2tyrn %5. It is but 
lately ſince the learned K:»/chet received from me 
that which now by the violence of love you ſtrive to 
extort from me. Some $8 days ago I ſent to him both 
parts of onr Tabaco Hymn. Let it come forth when 
you pleaſe ; but remember to keep the Authour 
harmleſs again the Maſters of manners, to whom 
perhaps the ſle1:htneſs of the argument may appear 
ridiculous. I have inſtore notwithſtanding things 
more grave and ſolid. both Ethic and Theologic. So 
that if theſe preludiums find acceptance, I ſhall not 
refuſe to put them alfo forth to open view, relying 
on 


on the good owey of your judgement, that what- | 


ever happens on either part may be to you impu- 
ted. In the mean while,becauſe the Die is thrown, 
and the Bolt is ſhot , according to your requeſt, I 
ſend a third Piece nor far difterent from the two 
former , nor much diſagreeing from the ſeaſon. It 
is Winter, which if it be cold,let it be pardoned for 
its own names ſake. Let it' accompany Perum or 
follow it as is moſt convenient.” If it be acceptable 
to you, Rurgerſins, Heinſins, and Kinſchor, I thall 
congratulate, yet perhaps envy the happineſs of the 
oft-ſpring,which the father with ſo much earneſtneſs 
deſires. Therefore if ir may be good and lucky to 
the Common-wealth , let our Poem ſee the light, 
that the merry may be more merry,and the ſad may 
find recreation, Certainly, the nature of men is 


ſtrange to whom in their old age youthfull paſtimes | 


are delightcull, in greateſt dangers mirth and wit 
are acceptable. Seeing therefore they be only ſawce 
and not meat, I hope they may deſerve pardon with 
men whoſe old age is not too ſevere, Farewell. 


London,Feb.26,1625. 
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WJ Medice decuit, fic ſe curaſſe Britanne, 
Poft fumos nidore frui .meliore culina 

Poſt lachrymas,avideque irritamenta ſalive, _ 

En ego me,THO0R1, convivam fiſto, vel umbrams 

| Dualemcunque vocas; juvat in tot fercula funds, 
Et faciem variare gule; juvat eſſe lepores 

Et lepores; juvat omne tun condire meracts 
Brumale/que dies, niveas, te judice, notes, 
Noftibus & dubias confundere ſolibus umbras. 

T « modo livor ades, nee prand-a diſce Galens 
Semper fatida, nec puta Permeſſide ſemper 
Paſcier, ant ſolo veſci xidore Poetam. 

Hem ! tales nec aque parinnt, nec aSumiz Brumais 


CONSTANTER: ; 
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In ejuſdem 
HYE ME M. 


| "tos habet fine, nec enim omnts nubibu iſt; 
Diſcedit convivaſatur, diver/a palatis 
Diverſis (apinnt; hie appounnt#ar amicts 

Brumales epmle, dotÞ0 ſermonibutt hire 

Fallantur, ſolvit, ſha per convivia, frign 

T horins, & ventrem pariter eumt lumine paſcit, 

Nou opus eſt dapibus, rarviſve panatibas oret, 
More ſus, veniam, dat condimeuta palato 
Grata ems, novit qnibns eſt jus aptins herb, 

O utinam, T hor, veſtris mihi poſſe darecur 
Collequir/qne frus, lauti{que arcumbere menſis ! 
NUul ego contulerim tam detto ſanns amico. 

Faller ! an & menſis adſnm conviva ſecundrs, 
Hoc erat in v0tis, COnantes inter amicos 

Dulce mihi furere eſt; ner enim mags nila palats 
Grata datar, quam que condita leporibus,e/ca. 


Lud. 32 KIlNSCHOT. 
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A Winter Song. 


Reat Bardsthat wont to haunt the ſprings ere- 
Who now the cold hath ſent into exile, (while, 
Or ſtarving want doth urgeto beg their meat 
With waiting Verſe from men grown rich & great, 
If there be yet who live ateaſe and free, 
From this unfortunate calamitie, 
Whoſe breſts are ſtill inſpir'd, hear me rehearſe 
Far from my native ſoil a Frozen Verſe. 
Fierce istlie cold and our Apello freezeth, 
Wanting what with the ſeaſon ſharp agreeth, 
Who long perhaps may rap the great mans gates 
Before he will his cafe commiſerate ; 
Did not my ſon by his own pains ſupply'd, 


' To fill the lean and empty gaps provide, 


With bruiſed Parſenips ſwimming all in Butter, 
While Apples hot before the fier ſputter ? 
And when the Winter deep with hard'ned Ice 


Our Cupboard poor with open war defies, * 
F He 


"_—" 
He takes his Fathers Harp,and by the fire, | 
With pleaſing ſounds our numm'd will doth inſpire. 
: The northwind blows,the hils are white,the rivers 
Above the baks,day is made dark with ſnow, (flow, 
The Sun i th* clouds doth wrap his frozen head, 
Haſting amainunto his Southern bed ; * 
While Z#na ſtrives to' expel the tedious night, 
A task too difficult for her weak lighr. 
Congealed Ificles hang on the beard, 
With wind the eyes do weep,the teeth are heard 
To chatter-in the mouth, and raging cold 
In ſuch ſad pain the fingers ends doth hold, 
That though hot gales the breath upon them blows, 
They dare not higher mount to cleanſe the noſe. 
Boy, leave thy ſliding,leſt thy {lippery flowe 
Deceive thy feet, and in an evill hower 
Thy pate and crupper feel the banging force 
Ofanaſtoundins fall,or which is worfe, 
Leſt on a ſudden thy disjoynted thigh 
Be put to nieed the Surgeons Geometrie. 
Call wood upon the fire,thy loyns gird round 
VVith warmer clothes, and let the toſts abound 
Incloſe array embatrel'd on the Hearth ; | 
And that there may not want t' increaſe our mirth, 
Bring a low table to the ſcorching flame; 
Let Colworts firſt the raging-ſtomack tame, 
Thar ſwell with copious lard or churned cream, 
And ſmoking hot do yeild a'wholeſgme ſteam z- 
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Or elſe the globy Cabbage Plowmans fare ; 
Muſtard that bites for the foul noſe prepare, 

With Cretan wine free from the bottome dreps ; 
Then bring well-larded Collops fri'd with Egs; 
Next with her belly ſtuffe a tender Hen, _ 

Not looſely fat, but well fed from the Pen, _ 
Which in her wob doth numerous off-ſpring bear; 
Then fat with huogry winter let appear . 

The royall Pheaſant ſteaming in the platter, 

Or Partridge neatly dreſt in wine and water. _ 
Now where's the Woodcock in whoſe tail doth reft 
More wiſdome then in either brain or breſt » 

Come boy, not yet doth the froze wine return 
To'irs liquid ſubſtance,yet the flame doth burn 
Abouut the Flagon; are we tortur'd thus, 

Witch the ſad pains of longing T antaluns ? 

To hear the pot before the fier hiſs, 

Yet be athirſt> Patience a vertue is. z 

But friends accuſe the hard congealins froſt, 

Say not the cauſe was in your pinching Hoſt, _ 
The hair-brain'd Frenchmans conſtitution neither 
Can brook the ſummers heat or winters weather; 
But give me Sack,for that deſpiſerh cold, 

And cures the imperfections of the old, 

Tf he the noble liquor largely quafte, 


Then bid thy ſad friend drink,'cwil make him laugh. 

Yet too much is imperious in the brain, 

And like a tyrant doth command and reign. _ 
F 2 : Heark 
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 Heark hither Fill-cup,ſeeſt thou not there plac'd 
A man with purple noſe and ruby-fac'd, 
On his left ear his cap a to-ſide hanging 
Like one in raging wrath and fury brangling ? 
To him more ſparingly remember ſtill 
The potent liquour,nor ſo oft, to fill. 

Come friends and let the Academic dall-men 

Handle the thorny queſtions of the ſchookmen. 
Let us our heavy minds from care releafe, 
For we from Heav'a enjoy this happy eaſe; 
Now ought we uſe thoſe gifts which mother earth 
Providing for the winter hath brought forth. 
In vain we ſpend the howers in melancholy; 
Enough ſevere Chryfe 45; for the jolly 
Teianaires this ſeaſon better fit; 
Nothing more tedious then a droufie wit. 
Some junkets now for the fierce appetite, 
New warres upon the table doth excite. 
*Gainſt winters hunger nothing will prevail, 
Which makes the wolfe to howl,the dogs to wail. 
Young men behold how the firſt ſeaſons fear 
The following froſts, and how the fruitfull year 
Heaps up together all her plenteous ſtore 
To fill the craving belly; thus before 
Old age approach,wiſe nature teacheth youth, 
That fooliſh pleaſure vainly he purſu*'th, (tain'd, 
Till he wealth, learning, oft-ſpring, honour have at- 
That when his fatall hower is ordain'd, _ 
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His aged mind from cares may be releaft. 
A houſe for winter-age requireth reſt ; 
I need no blocks to heave me on a Horſe, 
To fit congea['d to his fides, as on the Gorſe 
Ofthe bigh Alpes,they ſay, armies were frore 
To'th'Earth like ſtones,that they could march no 
Nor on the ſea to venter is my will, (more. 
Though Drakes aſliſting fortune, or his kill 
Should give me promiſe of the wealthy ſpoi! 
That Cadize fleet brings from the golden foil, 
Or great Regozzs dum with a ſquinance, 
Should write me heir to his cold inheritance, 

Now the warm Stover of eſtphatia, 
With ſtones and curſes ſeeks to drive away 
The early travellers that mail'd in ice 
All means with prayers and threatnings do deviſe 
To make him leave his warm couch,oft deni'd, 
And the fat boſs-breech ſteaming by his ſide, 
He having thaw'd their joynts,& warm'd their firr; 
Crams them again, though lazily they ſtir, 
Thick into a cart,ro wander onthe plain, 
And number the Bear ſtars,or Charles is wains 
In this alone well skilld?, elſe empty fargs 
In what to human ornament. belongs. 
As much too wiſe the Hollander appears, 
Whoſe labours have been great-for many years, 
Leſt any one before him ſhould be thoughe 
Into the V Veſt hot Pepper to have brought ; 
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To the North Pole his teddy ſtern he guides, 
While rands of ice do thwack the veſlels ſides ; 
And allthe tedious night the ice he wounds, 
Endeavouring to remove great natures bounds : 
Thus while he hews his paſſage through the deep, 
The penetrating cold begins ro creep 
Cloſe to his heart, when loth to give his Corſe 
Unto the greedy VVhale or wild Sea-horle, 
He leaves the narrow ſhip, and coming out, 
Rambles the marble Ocean all about : EE: 
Straight to the Coaſts where laſting cold abides, 
Hunger him leads, not having other guides ; 
Thus while he ſhuns the Hills of hardned ſnow, 
He is immur'd where he avoids to $0. 

Now is he food for bears, bears now his food, 
And roaſted weezels if there want not wood 5 
Sometimes he licks a foxes chine, and leſt 

Joy ſhould be abſent from ſo grear a fealt, 

They ſhout when one of their companions 

By them made chief o'th'frozen regions, 

Takes off his bowle of half congealed ſack, 

Thus they expe the Suns returning back, 
Among the delert Caves and ſnowy Hils, 
Spending the long nights ſore againſt their wils ; 

Till Phebus thaw the far reſounding ſea, 

That they may home repaſs with ſpecious plea, 

To ſhew their half ears,and their ruin'd noſes, 

No tonger fic for handkerchiefs or poſies; 


And 


nd 


And tell their hard adventures by the fire, 

While their friends hear and hear, and more deſire, 

And all the time the crackling cheſnuts roaſt, 

And each man hath his cup, and each his toaſt. 
Who now can travell ? ſcarcely in the town 

A man can walk with ſafety up and down, 

So furious doth the North-wind ſwagger, 

The wals, unleſs I reel, do ſeem to ſtagger. 

Drink friends,with ſack calm Boreas wild, (mild; 

For moiſtning ſhowrs do make the fierce winds 

Jn a ſad caſe is he that opes his dore, 

Unleſs the whirlwinds wings be clipt before. 

Hark how the ſtony hail doth battering fall, 

Let no man then before his Fates do call, 

Run headlong to his end; yer if there be 

Any compell'd by their neceſſitie, 

Let him but ſo long ſtay his haſty journy, 

Uutill ſome one can fetch the next Atturny 

To have his Will writ fair and ſeal'd with witneſs; 

And being then in ſuch a ready fitneſs, 


' Let him be gon; yet ſince unarm'd he goes, 


To keep him from the thick-deſcending blowes, 
Let him this head-piece don, that in the duſt 

Hath hung forgotten, brown with twelve years ruſt. 
Uncertain are the gifts of Nature here, 

Together pleaſures dwell and drouping fear; 

There be who for their bodies only care, 

For their ſouls ſafety others do prepare. 
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(3) 
Tn peace fair Zritas joys, but Gall:a weeps, 
In civill bloud his ſword the Norman ſteeps ; 
Now filenc is the air, now to the ground . 
Vaſt towers tumble with a dreadtull found ; 

- Aflited goes the poor man to his reſt, 
But you whom plenty hath from cares releaſt, 
Bnjoy your fires,warm beds,and merry friends, 
He fears not cold who thus the V Vinter ſpends, 
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